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was lucky that aeroplanes did occasionally land safely
when I overheard the Commanding Officer mutter
to himself, " Damned shame ! All of them grossly
overloaded as usual ! " " I beg your pardon/' I
said,c< but can you tell me if that one is overloaded,
as I believe I am to go in it, and they have not put
my kit on board yet ? " He looked at me with some
surprise and said, cc It is wonderful what you can
stagger along with, you know? if the engine is
pulling nicely." " I am sorry,'* I replied, " I
don't want to seem persistent, but I have just seen
two bad crashes in Jerusalem, both of which I am
told were due to overloading, Can you tell me who
is responsible for seeing that my kit is not too
heavy ? Are you, or is the pilot, or am I ? " " The
responsibility is usually fixed at the inquest," he
replied coldly, leaving me without any adequate
answer.
I climbed into my D.H, 9 with considerable trepi-
dation, which was not lessened when the leading
D.BL 10 ran over the edge of the aerodrome and
disappeared into the ravine below. Suddenly re-
membering as we began to take off that I had not
been in a D.H* 9 before, I tapped my pilot on the
shoulder and asked if there was anything I ought
not to touch. " Only the rudder-control/* he said.
" Don't touch that, whatever you do/* " What is
the rudder-control ? Where is the rudder-control?"
I shouted. " I will move it a bit," he replied, but
found that he could not, so firmly was my foot
wedged in it- I hastily tucked my feet well under
me, and making a soft bundle of coats on my knee
sat huddled in extreme terror while we took off, but
the interest of looking down upon the desert soon
conquered my fear. The Royal Air Force had